ODAY we remom-
bor the horoes of
fy old
¥ Who have slept for
u ‘contury undor
this mould;
Weo romombor the
splrit, undnunted and proud,
That Washington earrled through sunshine and
eloud.
The years pass away lflce the lopves on tho
treos,
But the flag ho uplitted still flonts in the breeze.
Woird Time hio revorses his mystion] gluss,
And the phantoms of faney they dreamily pass,
Tho Giroen Dragon tavern we cannot Torgety
Whers the robels of Boston for liborty met.
The midnlght awskens to hoof-beat thut rings
A mossage of freodom-definnce 1o Kings!
Adown through the uges thit sound—FPaul Re.
vero—
On history's pages the centuries hear,
Old mamories soho nround us to-day;
From Loxington, listen to sond of the fray;
While Concor, arousing, sends buck the nlarm,
And minute-men gather from homestead and
farm,
Thore Davis of Acton for liberty fell;
Of Butriok nnd Parkoer 1ot history tell
F'rom the shores of the Mystic the low hills
arise
o your momory, Warren, that shaft to the
skies:
Thot summit of glory that crowns Bunker hill;
The spirit of Adoms s gunrding it still
There Proscott and Potnum econtonded with fate,
Thoere Stark lod to batile the ol Granite state,
There frecdom, not glory, the patriots sought—
Immortal in story the hill whore they tought—
Thoere Knowlton, enshrouded in thunder snd
finme,
Upheld like a hero Conneoticut’a fame.
As long ns Conneotieut honors her sons,
Her Knowlton und Hule shiall be glorilied ones.
Pilteadrn, In your valor old England takes pride,
Brave forman undaunted, Hke soldler you died,
Thrice leading your voterans up the grim cerest:
In Westminator Abbey profound be your rest!
From Virginls comes to the state by the boy
The trappers of Morgon In hunter's arruy;
From the bunks of Potomae, from Shenandonh's
vale,
The horoos of Lexington bid you “All hailt"
Hore the “Heud of the Avmy' meers Libooty's
Bons,
Hia welcome to Cambridge the enomy’s guns,
The insolent eannon grow gquict one diy,
As the haughty invaders were driven away.
Fort Sulliven, Trenton, Long Islind—each
nums
Je written In blood upon tablets of fame,
Fort Sulllvun's [, the white eroscont on blue,
Ovor Jusper the foarless how proudly it Aow!
How Charleston rejoiced when the blue banner
roge,
Waving cournge 1o feiends nnd detinnees to foes!
At Long Islund, John Callender would not re-
Irent,
But remalned with his guns on the teld of de-
fent.
The natme of o coward thiut the gunner had won
On the helghts of tee Mystlo that duy was un-
done.
What stories, Champlinin, ns you lin ot the feet
Orf “Crown Point” and “Ol1d Ty," your blue
waves coulil repoeat;
Those fortresses (rowning, they echo the story
OFf old Ethon Allen snd Greeen monntain's glory.
On the wiulls of Quobee Hstening sentinels hewr
The tolling of midnight the lsst of the yoar,
As Montgowery, scorning tho Lot capnon's
breath,
Beneath the gtern fortress met boldly his death,
Ohristmas eve has arrived on the Delaware cold;
He is holding high restival, Wushington bold.
For the Heaslans w feast Christmas day they
prepare,
Those herovs that crosscd the storm-tossed Del-
nware:
A feutlval ghustly, where blood sholl be wine,
Whera the worm on the dead shall right royally
dine.
Bruva Morris the Quaker, hmmortal lls glory,
The snnals of Princeton emblozon his story;
Now Bennlngton rises, o summit of flame,
Where Sturk of New Humpshire led formers to

fame,

John Stark, the old hero, who fought by the
Bltle

Of Prescott and Putnivm, where grent Warren
dled.

Telumpkant his bonner he bore tothe helght,

And his wite, Mollle Stark, wos uo widow that
night.

Baratogn, Stillwator—they each have their
story,

While Monmouth, Fort Mercor, nre written in
glory.

Brave'Ganernl Wayne, who, the old annnla tell,

Bald Ir Wushington plauned it, his troops could
talo hell,

Btony Polut and its eapture shall ever remain

A monument fitting “Mod Anthony" Wayne.

West Polut, at your bldding rise ghosts from
the tomb,

And Andie the gifted goes forth to his doom

A splirit so noble, his fute we bowull,

‘While pity is silent, rememberiug Hale,

Pold Benediet Arnold, how bravely ho fought!

Can he be the traftor whose honor wis bought?

His country's betrayer, o general brave,

He bartered his glory for renegade’s grave,

Barntogu it glves him with horoes o pliveo;

West Polot bos enshirowied his oame in dis-
grave,

For Amire, lort Griswold, he cannot ntone,

This traltor who perished In exile uwlone,

Kilog's mounwin and Cowper's hot tighting
huve secn,

Where the Torles went down before Cainpbell
and Groono,

Nathaniol Greene, who, defying King (ieorge,

For freedom and country 1oft unvil nnd forge.

Obh, blacksmith immortal! resounding your
blows,

That urm when uplifted struck torror to foes,

Ou the erest of the tempest o eainbeyw appeirs,

And Yorktown (Humines the darliness of yewrs.

The star-spangled buuner, the llies of France,

Triuvmphant in victory, glorious danee,

Though lves of the bravest, and millions 1t cost,

King George hus besn vanquished—on ¢mplire
is lost,

Cornwullls I8 taken—the viotory won,

On history's pages s nation begun

Old Englund, ourldudred (o langosge and blood,

Euoh yoar brings us closer across the wild flood;

Iu your sorrow we woep, In your gludness re-
Juloe,

And us children, remember the lost mother's
viloe:

The cradle-songs taught us la yeoars that are
flown,

Your Shulcespeare und Millon we love as our
0wWin.

~Churles J. Duncan, (o Househgld Monthly,

Proposing Under DiMoultion.

What odditics we have scen ot balls]
Once, at the supper table, I saw a
heavy dragoon deeply engaged with his
lady. He was actuully proposing, but
st the moment was busy with an obsti-
pate shoulder of lamb. In his agita-
vion he lost control of his carving; the
joint slipped and bounded from the
table and fell on the floor between me
and him., This was an swhkwurd, un-
porusntic contretempe.  out, notwith-
stnuding, the business came to & happy
dspns —Ligutleman's Magarine,

Hurdly the Same.
*Dio you feel the ssme for your hus

®and as you did when he was courting,

ou?"

“Well, hnrdly the same. Then most

of the time ] way wmad for him; now
goost of time I am moed et bim"—N Y.
Fress

[(lripinu! ]

T wus “nfter the

bonttle of
Princeton, in the year 1777, and Wash-
ington and his little band of patriots
had made themselves safe in the rugged
hills of New Jersey.

Soeveral miles from where the Ameri-
can army lay, secure and jubilant over
its recent Urillinut victories, on the
slope of o wooded bluff overlooking o
pleasant stream, stood the unpreten-
tions cubin of Mrs. Ewing.

She was the widow of Jusper Ewing,
a valiant patriot killed in the early part
of the revolutionary struggles. Here
she and her daughtor, Rachel, a lovely
girl of eighteen, with rosy cheeks and
dark eyes, lived alone, deriving a mea-
ger livelihood from their few acres of
tillnble land below the blufl.

Mrs. Ewing and Rachel were firm
patriots; and, thongh they mourned
deeply over their great loss, their cour-
age was of too high a nature to yield to
despair and condemn the eause which
had deprived them of a protector.

There was one in the neighborhood
who would gladly have done all in his
power to lessen the trials of the widow
and daughter. That was Charles Rig-
ney, whose father's well-cultivated
fields Iny just across the stream from
the BEwing place.

Young Rigney and Rachel had grown
up together from childhood, and had
gone to the same school. [Later, this
early friendship had ripened into love
on Rigney's side, but Rachel did not
reciprocate his feeling, Indeed his
possion and wsttention had bogun to
annoy her considerably, and several
times she was on the point of dismiss-
ing him in such a way that there
would be no mistaking her real feel-
ings toward him.

But they had been friends so long.
and friends in those times meant a
great deal to two lonely women. She
could not b r the thought of hurting
Rigney's foelings. There came a time,
however, when she was forced to speak
very plainly.

The gloaming of a cheerless winter

evening was falling over the woody

e

*Your mind is contaminated with
this foolish patriot business and yon
love another. I know him, and I shall
find a way to have my revenge and
humble your pride, Rachel Ewing!"

He darted her o look of haughty an-
ger, then sprang into his saddle and
rode awny down the blufY.

Robort Wayland, an officer in the
colonial service with Washington, was
n handsome young man, gentle, manly
and possessing many excellent quali-
ties. His own parents had died when
he was very young und he had been
raised and eduveated by his grand-
parents, who lived some six miles dis-
tant from Mrs. Ewing's eabin.

1t had been Robert Wayland who
had bronght them the first tidings of
Mr. Ewing's death, and the young of-
ficer's kindness and gentle consiaera-
tion during the snd period which fol-
lowed had guite won the motherly es-
teem of the widow and the heart of the
danghter,

A weok went by nnd Rachel Ewing
had nearly ceased to thinlk of Rigney's
threat to have revenge.

He would surely have enough man-
hood not to injure two defenseless
women; then how could he find an op-
portunity to harm the young officer in
Washington's camp?

A cold, stormy day was drawing to a
close, ns Rachel stood at a window of
her mother's cabin and watched the
descent of the snowflakes.

Her thoughts were of Robert Way-
land, and she hoped that he and all
his brave comrades in the patriot serv-
ice were well and comfortable.

Suddenly four horsemen galloped
through the falling snow and drew
rein before the little rack of fodder
where the cow was feeding.

It needed no one to tell Rachel Ewing
and her mother that they were British
soldlers,

Hitching their horses where they
would be as little exposed to the storm
as possible, the British troopera strode
boldly into the cabin and up to the
pleasant fireplace where n log burned
cheerfully.

They were coarse-faced men, and
their evident disrespect coused Mra
Ewing and her daughter to shrink
awany in apprehension and loathing.

*1t's beastly cold out,"” said the lead-
er, stamping his large feet before the
hearth. “Here, girl, you and the old
lady fly sround and get us up some
supper. We've gota job to attend to
tp-night and we want something to
brace us up.'

With ns good n grace as it was possi-
ble, under the eircumstances, for them
to command, the mother and daughter
prepared supper for their unbidden
Fuests.

As the British troopers arranged
themselves arouud the table, the leader
addressed the women in these words:

“We will excuse younow, ladies, and
will wait npon ourselves, as we have a
little private business to discuss."
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BHE BPED THROUGH THE

bluff. Rachel was making her chickens
snug for the night, when Charles Rig-
ney rode up and reined in before the
little rock poultry shed.

Springing to the ground he ap-
proached the girl, and would have em-
bLraced her had she not drown back,
and, with flushing eyes, cried:

“How dare you takke such a llberty
with me, Charles Ri gney?"

The young man's face flushed deep-
ly, and his volce shook with passion as
he said:

“*Is it possibla I have made a mis-
take in the regard with which I wus
pleased to think you favored me?"

“If yon believed my feelings for yon
were other than merely friendly, then
you have indeed mude u mistake,” she
answoerad.

“There Is some ore clse whom you
care for?”

The girl was silent, but the rich
erimson which suffused her cheeks told
Rignoy he had hit the truth. He had
suspected it before, but hoped to get
aliead of his patriotic rival,

“1t's that skulking Maj, Wayland,
trailing about after that fanatioal
leader, Washington, who has captured
your heart!" he remarked, hotly,

“Washington and Masj. Wayland are
brave, noble men, far too good to have
even their names uttered by s tory sym-
pathizer," rotorted Rachel Ewing.

It was a lad blow in the face and
Rignoy winced visibly under it. He
changed his tone, however, and asked,
hinlf entroatingly:

*Will you not marry me, Rachal?”

“No, my father fonght asod died a
patriot. I could never let his child
wed a man whose sympathies are
strongly against the side which he up-
held. 1do not love you, sod can naver
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be your wife,”
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NIGUT AND THE BTORM.

Only too glad to leave the hateful
presence of their visitors, Mrs. Ewing
und Rachel mounted o little ladder to
a small room over the kitchen.

Searcely had they gained this retreat
when the sound of a horseman coming
up the rocky road of the bluff tell on
their eavs,

Looking from a small window,
Rachel watched the newcomer dis-
mount and walk toward the eabin.

There wos something very familiar
in the man's goit, and, much disguised
as he was, she was not slow In detect-
ing his real identity.

“It is Charles Rigney, mother,” the
girl whispered, “and some vile plot is
brewing."

*] fear so, my child.”

"] must go down that ladder and
play BpY, mother,"

8o snying, she descended to the little
hallway below, and entered a small
closet, adjoining the kitchen.

The table where the troopers sat was
only a few feet from where the girl
eronched, and inclining her ear she
could distinotly hear all their conver-
satlon.

Rigney hed ma.de himself comfort-
nble befora the fireplace, when the
leader asked him:

“Well, whut news?"

“Good!" returned Rigney, a trinmph-
ant ring in his voice.

“So we bag the young fox to-night?”

“Yes, to-night You will then re-
move an enemy from my path, snd ot
the same time capture one who cun
tell you asll Washington's plans which
he Is mo doubt hutching up over at
Morristown."

“Good! Good!" coried the leader.
‘*“That's what Cornwallis would give a
denl to know, just the precise plans
thut are concocting o the brain of that

sly oid fox. The young offlcer ean
supply that Information, if we have to
torture it ontof him. Dut how did you
munage the business?"

“Listen. Youramember 1 told you I
iras watching the major's movements
dosely. Well, to-day he has been wis-
illng at his grandparents’, who live
s x miles from here on the Morristown
rond. I've just come from him:. In
my disguise I earried to him a false
messuge from the widow here, whom I
reported very lll and very desirous of
secing him to-night.  The major's dead
in love with the girl here, and of
conrse soon guve hig promise to come,
a% sonn ns hoe can break away from his
grandfather, who is fecble and exacta
much attention from his precious ma-
jor, when Washington lets him run
over to see the old people who ralsed
him. He'll be here in an hour at least.
Keep an eye open, and let the game
walk right into the sack

Rachel Ewing walted to hear no
more, but crept noiselessly back up the
Indder and reportod what she had
heard to her mother.

“Rigney has formed a vile plot to
have Maj. Wayland captured by those
rough soldlers brought here for that
purpose, But 1 will outwit him, see if
Idon't!" and the girl's eyes flashed
resolutely,

“But how will you do it?" asked her
mother.

*I will monnt Charles Rigney’s horse
which stands without, and ride forth
to meot Maj. Wayland and warn him."

“But, Rachel—"

“I am a patriot’s daughter, mother,
and it is to save a noble patriot that I
go. So feur not for me."”

Wrapping herself in mantle and
nubia, Rachel Ewing kissed her moth-
er, then descended the ladder, and let
herself out at a small back window at
a remote quarter from the kitchen.

The darkness of night enwrapped
the bluf®, as Rachel sped around the
eabin t~ where Rigney had hitched his
horse.

The 1 orse was one of the best in the
countr:), and she knew if she conld get
a fair start she could defy all pursuers.

Unhitching the animal from the fod-
der rack, she vaulted into the saddle,
and rode away down the woody road.

The storm had not abated much, and
the cold wind of that winter night
made her shiver and draw her mantle
closer about her. But she rode on, un-
daunted by snow and wind, and reso-
lute in her purposs to meet and warn
Maj. Robert Waylund.

Reaching the foot of the bluff, she
took n straight road leading to Grand-
pa Wayland's place, the way by which
Robert would be sure to come.

She had gone but a half mile, when
the steady stroke of horses’ feet strik-
ing the hard, frozen road behind her
told that her flight had been discovered
and pursuers were on her track.

Like o frightened bird she sped along
through the night and storm, the noble
horse of the man whom she was out-
witting never once offering to turn
back or slacken his swift pace.

The sounds of her pursuers now
reached her more distinetly, and, de-
spite the speed at which her horse was
going. she began to fear they were
gaining on her.

Three miles passed by in that wild
ride and Rachel realized that her pur-
suers were indeed gaining ground.

Did fate decree that they should
overtake lier? Must the man she loved
full into the net so artfully spread to
catch him?

“*Never!" she cried to hersell, and,
unheeding the numbness of her shilled
hands, the fearless girl urged her horse
forwurd.

She had just crossed the little ford of
the stream that wound across her path;
when a horseman, coming rapidly from
an opposite direction, reined in before
her, grasping her bridle rein ix a firm
hold.

She believed, in her sudden terror,
that it was one of Rigney's allies sta-
tioned there, who had stopped her.
She was about yielding to despair when
a familiar voioe called:

*Who ygoes there?"

*0Oh, Maj. Wuyland!"

“Rachel!"

In another moment the cold little
hanas were in his warm ones, and he
was listening to a rapid account of her
brave mission.

They were soon riding on to Grand-
pa Wayland's, where two American
troopers had just arrived with & mes-
sage from Gen. Washington for the
young major.

Leaving Rachel in his grandmother’s
comfortable home, Maj Wayland, fol-
lowed by the two American troopers,
chased his fues down the road and be-
youd Mrs, Ewing's cabin.

Bold, bad men are usually cowards
at heart, and they fled wildly before
the three valiant patriots.

Rigney was severely punished for the
revenge he had tried to take. He was
thrown from the horge, which he was
riding in pursuit of the girl who out-
witted him so fearlessly, and was ren-
dered s cripple for the rest of his life,

Moj. Wayland married Rachel Ewing
soon after her brave ride to save him,
and the trinls of herself and mother
were past

Too High Priced for (icorge.

Washington’s steward was & man
named raunces, who liked good living
and with whom Washinglon contin-
ually quarreled about the marketing.
One time he bought a shad in Feb-
ruary, and as Washington saw it com-
ing into the dining-room he waas
chormed und aslkced what fish it was.

“Itis & shad,” replied the steward
“A very fine shad. It was the only
one in the markev and 1 bought it for
yom“

“But what did you pay for it?" sald
Washington, steraly.

“Itis o very fine shad," continued
the steward, “and it is cooked to a
turn. "

“But I wont to know the price—the
pricel"”

“It cost three dollors,” stammered
out I'raunces,

“Take it away," said Washington, as
he roaised his hond; “take it away. It
shall never be ssld that I set such on
example of luxury and extravagance.”

tf with that he drove the steward
out of the room, and the shad was
enten in the servants' kitohen —Pitta
burgh Dispstuh,

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

—Ha Hld.—-Chupp,r—- “I, aw, say,
mistah, have ye soon a fool of a chap
around heru lately?" Citizen—*'Do you
think I'm blind?"—Yankes Blade,

—Ambitious Author—"Naggus, I'm
obliged to you for not pulling my last
atory to pleces.” Literary Editor—*Not
At ull, Borus, I couldn't get hold of
tho thread of it.""—Chicago Tribune.

—Young Jeweler—*1've neglected my
business, run wild and failed. But I'm
going to reform. I'll marry and sottle
down." Old Jeweler (a oreditor)—
*Don't you think you had better sottle
up first?"—Jeweler's Cirenlar,

—Hobson—"I"'m tired of life, ye see,
and yet if I blow out my brains, don't
you know?—the world would eondemn
me ns a suicide.” Dobson—*No, 1 be-
liove the general verdict would be just-
ifiable homicide. "' —REpoch.

—What He Didn't Like.—Fuldres—
(nodding toward pretty girl with adozen
men talking to her)—''Yes, she's deuced
pretty and smart and rich, but there are
some things about her I don’t like,”
Tuedo—"'Indeed? Whatare they?" Ful-
dres—A dozen mon."—Detroit Froee
Press.

—"'Sny, mister, I'm awful hungry, and
I haven't had a drink for two days.”
“I'm sorry,' said the kind-hearted po-
liceman, " but I don't see how I can help
youn." “You can, though. Just lend me
your helmet and coat till 1 goaround to
the side door of this restaurant"—
Washington Star.

—Too Wholesome. — First Tramp —
*That's o dern good pair o' trousera
you mowed from that clothesline last
pight; just as good as new, by jingol"
Second tramp—""That's what ails‘em,
They are too good. 1'm a0 used to ven-
iilation that these things kind o' suffo-
:ate me."—Yonkers Gazotte.

—He Is & Good Player. — Van Jaz —
“James fell down the elovator shaft
this morning from the ninth floor."
Young Osborne — “Did it kill him?"
Van Jaz—*“No, it simply stunned him
for a moment, then he jumped up and
shouted, ‘Who scored?” He thought ha
wns playing football" — Brooklyn
Times

—He—"*There i3 & cortain young lady
deoply interested in me, and, while I
likke her, yon know, still [ never counld
love her. I want to put an end to it
without breaking the poor girl's heart.
Can you suggest any plan?" She—*"Do
you call there often?' He—*No, in-
deed. Not any oftener than I can pos-
sibly help. She— *Call oftener.”—
Truth.

—**That is Orpheus,” said the young
mon; “*he was a wonderful musician.
He was such a forceful player as to
move tress and stonea' “'So?" replied
the old gentleman, looking at the statue
in a contemplative mood; “‘not so bad;
but you never heard that cousin of
yours play. She's only a little puny
thing, but they do say she's made no
less than twenty whole families move,
and I guess it's no more’'n the truth."—
Boston Transcript.

—A Fatal Mistake.—New Waitress
(at Mrs. Shimdiet's boarding-house)—
“Tenderloin steak lambchopsvealeut-
lets pork chops eggs friederponched-
boilederdropped, broiled chicken, brook
trout, game——"" Old Boarder (wildly)
—*“What?"” New waitress—*""Beg par-
don, I forgot. I used to be in an order
restaurant. Lemme see, what is it
here? Oh! Fried liver, stawed liver, or
boiled." Old Boarder (weakly)—*Say-
that-restaurant-bill-of-fare-over-plense-
and-say-it-slow. Bury- me-where-I-
fall"—Jester.

THE MULE BLEW FIRST.

Why the Doctor’'s Treatment
Effectunl.

“Breathing into the nostrils of a horse
when he holds in his breath,” says an
exchange, **has a wonderful effect in
allaying his fears and calming his tem-
per when excited." It is not known
with what intent this statement was
published, but if anybody is {foolish
enough to experiment in the manner
indicated he would do well to ponder
over the story of the man who had a
sick mule and who consulted a so-called
veterinary surgeon as to the best means
of curing the animal The owner of
the mule did not exactly know what
ailed the beast, and it Is to be presumed
that the veterinary was equally in the
dark, because his prescription consisted
of a powder whick: was to be put into a
tin tube and blown up the mule's nos-
trils. A couple of days after leaving
these directions the veterinary met the
mule-owner. That person had a some-
what disfigured face and in general ap-
peared to be rather unhappy, *‘How is
the mule?” asked the veterinary,

“He's all right.”

“Did you follow my directions about
giving the powder?"

*“Yes."

“Did yon put the powder in a tubs
and blow it up the mule's nose?"

“Well, not exactly,” said the maoan
*I put the powder in the tube all right
and got all mud? to blow, but there
was a little hiteh.

“What was tho tronble?"

“Well," said the man, with a sort of
a smile, *‘the mule blew first."—N, ¥.
Mail and Express.

A Renl Live Lord.

1 onoe met n renl "lord” He was the
living image of Bud Jennison, who used
to come to Peoria and hold auction salet
of rare paintings by the old masters
I've seen him knock down s genuine
Raphael, or & Paul Veronese, for two
dollars and eighty cents, without the
frame, that you couldn't buy Iin New
York to-day for five dollars. He was
bald, too, the lord was. I was bitterly
disappointed with him, but as I grew
older I became reconciled to him, be
cnuse I knew that neithor peer nor aue
tionesr could help being people. Then
I was introduced to s French nobleman.
He wos an smbassador of some kind; 1
forget just what his title was, that Is, I
don't just forget it, but I can't exactly
spell it, in print, I can spell it easil
enongh in writing, whereI oan make all
the Pll:tt»ars nlike. buv it is different in
print. Well, 1 told Eim he reminded me
s0 much of o frivnd, Hi Olmstesd, wha
run & fish-bont down st Copperas Creel.
He is demd mow—the ambassador.
thoughtlessly spoke French in eonnrl-
ing with him, and he killed himself
fog to understand me. It was my fau
I did not think thathe hadn't been harc
long enough to lenrn our Krench.— Bur
dette, in Lindies' Home Journal

Wns Not

#ARM AND GARDEN.

ABOUT CORN COCKLE.

prah s
A Damaging Weed Among Wheat and
Rye und How to Destroy It.

Cackls or corn eockle (Lychnis githa-
®o) is a very troublesome weed when
it becomes mixed with wheat or rye,
n8 the sced is so near the size of the
wheat andrye graing as tomake it very
difficult to screen it out, and if left in
it seriously injures the quality of the
flour made from the grain coniaining
it Cockle belongs to the same family
na the pink and sweet William, It is
a native of Europe from which it has
been introduced and senttered through-
out all whent and rye-growing sec-
tions. The plant is from two to four feet
high, sparingly branched above. The
leaves are threo to flve inches long,
less than half an inch wide and gradn-
ally taper to a point. They are thick,
the edges ontire, and the surince, like
that of the rest of the plant, is covered
with fine softhaira. They grow in single
pairs at the base ot each branch and
opposite ench other. The branches are
slender, naked and terminated by
flowers of a reddish-purple color from
2 to 9% inches long when expanded.
The sead-pod is oblong and roundish,
and is filled with numerous doark-pur-
ple seeds. Millers consider cockle
much more damaging than chess, as
the latter is light and can readily be
screened out, while cockle is nenrly aa

CORNY COCKLE (LYCHNIS GITHAGO.)

heavy as the grain in which it is found.
Bince cockle is an annual plant, a care-
ful selection of sced will keep it out of
the fields. Sow perfectly clean seed
upon land where no grain was grown
the previous year, and select the next
year's seed wheat from the crop grown
upon this field. In a few years the
wheat will be free from cockle. The
grower of such seed would enlarge his
fiold of usefulness and protect his own
fields from cockle by offering clean seed
to wheat-growing neighbors.—Orange
Judd Farmer.

POTATO CULTIVATION.

Advantages and Disadvantagos of Hais~
Ing Tuberas Under Straw.

The plan is a good one inadry or
loamy soil, especially in a dry season,
but in a wet soil it is liable to prove a
failure. The soil should be prepared
in as good u tilth as possible, plowing
deep and working fine with the harrow.
It is essential with all root crops to
have the soil stirred deop and worked
into good tilth. Mark out the furrows
very shallow, as a very light covering
of soil should be given. Make them as
glose together as they can well be run
with the plow; as no cultivation is to be
given it is a waste of land, work and
straw to have the rows more than two
feot apart; one and a half is still bet-
ter, and then have the hills one foot
apart in the rows.

As to the seed thera is considerable
difference of opinion. Some prefer to
out to single eyes and then drop two
cuts in ench hill; others prefer to cut two
of these eyes and drop only one cut in
each place; while again, others prefer
to sclect out medinm sized tubers and
plant whole, and after they come up to
thin out to not more than three vines
to each hill. Others again pick out all
the small potatoes and plant thewn as
they are. There is no advantage in cut-
ting o day nor an hour before planting
only to save time. If the potatoes are
cut it will be a little better to place the
cut side down in the dropping. Cover
with soil and step en the hill after
covering, in order to have the soil and
tubers come in close contact. Cover
with wheat straw. When fresh laid on
tt should average eight inches deep,
bot it will settle considerably, ns o
muleh that deep would rot the potntoes
before they would germinate. Always
use whent straw;] oat straw usoally
contains too many seeds that will
germinate and often form a mat
through which the potato plants can-
not foree their way. In a loose, lonmy
soil or in localities subject to drought
the plan is » good one,—8t Louis Re-
publie.

Hnns Qarrylng Duokliogs.

Ducklings are so easily ralsed by
hens, and require so little care, com-
pared wlf.h chicks, that it will pay te
have hens to sit on ducks' eggs and
bring off the young,  Of the largu
eggs of the Pokin, elght will be suffis
clent for o lurge hen It is not
neceasary Lo turn the hen and duck-
lings out, or allow them to go near
the water, On the contrary, they
should be kept warm and dry. Young
ducklings should not be given very
pold water to drinl, as [t cramps
them, and under no eireumstances
must they become wet. Feed them
Hberally and often, and give the hen
sod duckliogs plenty of litter upon
which to sleep at night. As they grow
very rapidly they soon become too
large for 4 hen to hover them, and for
thut reason they should be looked
after nt night, end fastened up in a
warm, snug bux —Farm and Fireside,
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